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quarter-past four when they signalled Foissac that they
were satisfied. Trumpeters and gardes mobiles rode up
the Canebiere and the cars, in first gear, followed at a
walking pace, greeted by salvos of "Vive le Roi!"
The seaplanes descended, roaring towards the roofs,
causing a noise as of great wings striking the walls on
each side of the Canebiere. The engine of the King's
car made a terrible din. But above the noise was the
human hubbub of the people shouting for his Majesty.
The King had to speak loudly. He turned to Barthou
and said, "I am very happy to be in France/5 But
these were the last words he ever uttered.

On Alexander's face there was a wan smile. He
may have been happy, but his face was not radiant with
happiness. It was a blank face with a faint smile. That
smile, caught by the photographers while he was alive,
remained long after he was dead and stands fixed for ever
in the death mask of the King.

King Alexander incessantly acknowledged the cheers
of the populace, raising his hand to the gold braid of his
hat. The noise was deafening. Overhead roared the
low aeroplanes and from each side of the Canebiere
blared the plaudits of the people. Only two minutes
had elapsed. The car approached the Bourse. General
Georges put his head out at the window on his left to
look ahead and see whether the cavalry escort was at
hand. Actually it was not at all near the King
whom it was supposed to be escorting, but was
gallivanting away in front as if it belonged to a circus
procession.

At the same moment that General Georges put his
head out of the window on the left something happened
on the right. A man in brown, a bunched figure like a
wild cat, had bounded on to the stepboard of the car.
Such was the noise overhead and all around that General
Georges thought that the shots which he heard were
far away.

Colonel Piolet, with his horse indolently grazing the